A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
and failed. He died for such as you! Isn't it time
you had a shot at dying for your country?3
On St. Patrick's Day we receive shamrock from
Mr. John Redmond, and in replying express a hope
that he will wear Orange lilies from us on the i2th
of July, for luck! We also send a telegram to our
old colonel, 'Your flag is still flying high/ It was
never lowered. In the meantime that wonderful
old soldier has made a marvellous recovery, and has
actually been passed fit again for service in France!
The divisional commander, thinking it unwise that
the doughty veteran should return, causes him to be
stopped on the boat at Southampton. Colonel
Ormerod commanded a reserve battalion and a
prisoner-of-war camp until 1919, a grateful country
awarding him nothing for his unique service - while
skrimshankers waxed fat.
The glorious spring is now on us. The 4th Divi-
sion have gone to rest while the Ulster Division has
taken over the area. Rumour has it that we are to
be relieved, and well we might be. During the winter
our little area has been the scene of tragedy, comedy,
heroics, valour, fortitude, and endurance which few
men could have accomplished, save for the effective
victory of mind over matter, as expressed in the two
words 'intellectual discipline/ and for the saving
grace of humour. There had been no battle, yet
we lost heavily. What is there to show? A clean
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